464                      Honor i de Balzac.
I think of nothing else, and each thought extends the difficulties. It is not only the doing of it, there is also the representing of it, and it may fail. I am in despair at not having gone to Wierzchownia and shut myself up this winter to keep to this work in your ceuobitie life. I should have done like Beaumarchais, who ran to read his comedy, scene by scene, to women, and rewrote it "by their advice.
I am now at a moment of extreme depression. Coffee does nothing for me; it does not bring to the surface the inner man, who stays in his prison of flesh and bones. j My sister is ill, and when Laure is ill the universe seems | to me topsy-turvy. My sister is all to me in my poor ex- f istence. I am not working with facility. I do not believe in what they call my talent. I spend nights in despairing. u La Maison Nucingen" is there in proofs before me, and I cannot touch it; yet it is the last link in my chain, and with three days' work I should break it. The brain will not stir. I have taken two cups of clear coffee ; it is just as if I had drunk water. I am going to try a change of place and go to Berry, to Madame Carraucl, who has "been expecting me these two years; every three mouths I have said that I am going to see her. My little house will not be ready till December; the workmen will be in it until my return.
To crown all troubles, no letters from you. You might write to me every week, but you scarcely write every fortnight. You have much more time than I have, in your steppe, where there are neither symphonies of Beethoven, asphalt boulevards, operas, newspapers, books to write, proofs to correct, nor other miseries, and where you have a forest of a hundred thousand acres. Dieu! if you had that near Paris you would have an income of two millions, and your forest would be worth fifty millions. All is in juxtaposition; I am here, aud you are there.